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Whillling Plough 


man. 


8 Whiſtling Ploughman nan 
the bluſhing morn, 


The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſ- 


tick note, 


Loud ſings the blackbird thro' reſound- 


ing. groves, 


And the lack ſoars to meet the rifing 


ſun. 


Away to the copſe, to the copſe lead 
away, 
And now, my boys, throw off the 
hounds, 
PII warrant he'll ſhew us ſome play, 
See yander he fkulks thro' the g ounds. 


Thea ſpur your briſk courſers, and 
ſmoke them my lads, 


Tis a delicate ſcent lying morn, 


What concert is equal to thoſe of the 
woods, 


Betwixt echo, the hound, and the horn. 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
To cover no ſafety can find, 

80 he breaks it and ſcours amain, 
He leaves us at a diſlance behind. 


O'er rocks and o'er rivers, and hedges 
wee fly, 

For hazard and danger we ſcorn, 

Stout Reynard wel follow until that 
be gies, 


Cheer up my good dogs with the horn, 


But now he ſcarce creeps thro' the 
dale, 


All parch'd from his mouth hangs hig 
tongue, 

His ſpeed can no longer preyail, 

Nor his cunning his life can prolong. 


From our ſtaunch and fleet pack twas 
in vain that he fled, 
See his bruſh all bemir'd, eien | 


The farmers wien pleaſure behold him 
lie dead, 


| Abd ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 


